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where a priest was saying Mass. After the service
was over, we went to the vestry and appealed to him
for help. Though not a Sinn Feiner, he was a very
sympathetic man, and he had been outraged and
horrified at the treatment of the Irish prisoners
behind that terrible wall, starved, deprived of water
and every necessity of life, left to lie for days crowded
together, 500 lying on the floor in unspeakably in-
sanitary conditions, some of them wounded, one of
these with only his boots for his pillow. So that many
of the men were hardly conscious when they were
court-martialled. The priest told us of the people
waiting there outside day after day, begging for news
and of the utter callousness of the authorities. His
voice was choking with grief and indignation. He
had been a doctor in his youth. It was the horrible
inhumanity of the whole thing that he minded. One
poor girl was in prison for waving to my sister as she
passed marching among the other prisoners on her
way to the barracks. Yes, he could find the woman
we wanted : he knew some of her relations. It would
be quite easy.
At lunch at our hotel we listened with some interest
to a conversation between a soldier and a local Union-
ist. They were shouting to one another from different
tables. " I must say," said the Unionist, " your people
were pretty free with your bullets. A friend of mine,
a strong Orangeman, had stayed in his house for three
days as directed, and at the end of the third day he
opened the front door to get a little air and the soldier
in the street shot him dead."
" Stupid sort of thing to do, to put your head out
at a time like that," said the soldier, shrugging his
shoulders.
Truly, life is cheap in these days and death needs
little formal apology or introduction. Fresh from